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dedication 


to my sister, angie 


the eighth day 


| 

i cry backwards as time mounts 
the stairs of incoherent destruction 
dragging to the ebony void 

a people demotivated, and finally, 
riddled full of holes. 


swept in the industrial tide 

the mass succumbs to the wake 
excited to wide-eyed panic 

and falling to monumental paralysis. 
what scribe might bear the ballad 

in a late winter whimper? 

who might twist the rail 

to run for amiable station? 


the dogs will never gnaw the leash 
in the stranglehold of capital masters 
why not stack toothpicks and b.b.’s 
and crawl in submission, 

with a few tainted, but touching, 
recollections? 


I 

when the two systems reek 

of horded corruption 

we will drown in the warm saliva 

of a handful of cardboard entrepreneurs 
lugging perforated ulcers, 

and exquisite french briefcases... 
flashing omnipotent and omnipresent 
beady eyes. 


when will the sheep turn 

the blade on themselves? 

and what might the tang of blood 
do to inspire the afflicted? 


III 

in the season of new rule 
the honeysuckle sparkles 
and a few more 

allow 

the wall street hawk to wing 
their lives. 


but the hawk flies too far 
south in the winter 


sO we wait in plastic lawnchairs 
for our situation to flourish. 


somewhere, the chosen monk 
must kneel on that hill 
and beg the direction. 


IV 

in an energetic denoument 

we can only tug the lip of humility 
and usher defeat down the avenues 
like a thick, conquering bog. 


the tyrant is the shiftless one 

to whom we can simply 

raise our palms in subservience 
and toast a new rule. 


the tyrant lies 
just beyond the honeysuckle patch. 


observatus 


truth is that 
rock-hard purity 
about which 
men can only lie. 


bitter 


bitter is a word 
for which there is no root 
worse than the actuality. 


pioneers 


follow me, now 

and let’s conquer the haughty sahara 
with icy water strapped 

to lawnchairs on our backs. 


the two of us shall invade that space 
and stake our tract. 
then tip a toast to time... 
propping back in our sweltering seats 
to laugh wildly through 

our remaining hours. 


and long after we have assumed 

granular proportions, 

a conspicuous column of wandering peasants 
might stumble over our rusting gallery 

and ponder the sheer extravagance 

of it all. 


reflection on a summer scare 


in any frozen moment 

a thousand knives slice 

a thousand lonely atmospheres 
to arrest the hands of time. 


and i am aimless man 

accomplishing severe amounts of nothing 
with pronounced sweeps of ceremony... 
godless, friendless, pointless; 

a victim for the night. 


a view from red square 


rin-tin-tin 

comrades, can you not see 
the game we are in. 

The few hold the cards 
while we man the bars. 


but, the sparkling vodka 
does rinse the stubborn aftertaste 
of swallowed ideals. 


being there 


she held me through tears 

and rocked me well into sleep 

but, here i rise 

to find my mermaid gone 

and the gentle foam of the sea 

kisses my feet 

while the jaded spray whispers my name 
and leaves me naked once more. 


interchangeable parts 


will you remember me when i go? 

when the breathing lilac bushes 

vault over the cracked walls of the spring 
cottage? 

when the grass swells thick and unruly 

do you think a glimpse of summer will remain? 

the picnics on checkered mattress 

and you in the oak swing. 


can you picture our winter escapades 
of popcorn and mocha by a snapping blaze? 
at night will you cling to a pillow 

and sprinkle my name to your sheets? 
or might you replace me 

like a weathered cog on the lawnmower, 
and forget that i ever grew with you? 


appreciation 


there were times when i stumbled 
and saw the coming sting 
of coarse, black rocks rising to meet me 
you held the hand i needed 
and wrenched me from a massive, 
gnarling pair of claws. 
your jasmine wash eroded the final choking wisps 
of death-filled, dying october days. 


now i grind the clumps of my world 
sifting what might remain of you 
and press parched jasmine petals 
between crying, melting pages. 


death is but a dying thing 


death is but a dying thing 

with loathsome heart and lithesome ring 
as wide and white as winter snow 

it slides to earth with thorns to sow 

and grips the grasp of boundless fear 

on man with frown stretched ear to ear. 


the end is but a fading thing 
as daisies dance while church bells sing. 


summer the circus passed 


we’re gonna go crabbin 
cause the circus ain’t comin this weekend 
slip that boat on out 
and we'll forget them like they forgot us. 
what do us guys care 

about pink cotton candy and elephants... 
there’s crabs to get hauled in. 
we'll forget them like they forgot us. 


at fifteen 


at fifteen 

with my groin squealing 
she held my hand 

with my tongue sweating 
she kissed my cheek 


and again, at fifteen 

with my heart moist in her pocket 
she walked away 

because it was time to leave. 


for phoebe (10/10/83) 


bewitched 

this woman cries 

at night she rules the skies 

with lover’s heart and lonely eyes 
alone 


folly 


i chuckle, and you giggle 
as my plastic joke tinkles it’s merry path 
between crystal wine glasses. 


i go home, and you go home 
and all its right with the world 
because we are friends. 
but i ponder your reaction 
should i unshoulder this brotherly ambiguity. 
that fairest coutenance would surely blaze 
the captivating hue of our cabernet spirits, 
if i leaked of the times i dreamed of more. 


i have paused many times 

upon twisting that key. 

after all, i do love the carefree way 
my riddles chase your laughter 
around the neutral wine glasses. 


crackers 


old men try to pick up chicks 
in a single’s bar with teenage expressions. 
so easily, the rywthym method expanded through 
bloodshot eyeballs and stained dentures. 
they are like the dog chasing a fire truck... 
what the hell would they do 

if they caught it? 


a verse for his days 


they ran at me 

and said he had fallen suddenly, 
died quite unexpectedly, 

and their tears came 

when they asked if i might compose 
a verse for his days. 


they were days when the sunshine 
settled on his shoulders 
and frothing oceans washed away 
our unknown troubles. 


his face smiled from a blank page 
and paralyzed my shaking clench, 
and a white, angry flame scorched the walls 
and my palms became sand 
with my blistered tongue, 
and i shed the tears 
that will never find language. 


they were so bitter when i swallowed. 


headline 


sources say 
he pressed that loaded shotgun 

of loneliness 

to his temple and tried 

to blow away the emptiness... 

but when he knew it would cling 
he welcomed another failure 

like a streetcorner lover 

wanting to escape without the key. 


pair a’ docs 


i know a pair a’ docs 
one old, one young; 
one quiet, one loud; 
one meticulous, one haphazard; 
one rich... 
the other hit malpractice 
and doesn’t have a dime. 
but then, life is that way 
you can see it all 
as a pair a’ docs 


the necklace 


watch her 
as she clutches the necklace 
on it’s golden chain 
rubies shine 
diamonds sparkle 
shimmer 
dance to impress 
are these her riches 
or merely society’s metallic noose? 
in the confines of her husband’s mansion 
she will feel a tug at her throat. 
somewhere 
off in the distance 
the hangman awaits... 
but fantasy often fades 
into reality 
she grasps the necklace 
breaking the bond of suffocation 
tearing down the curtain of affluence 
and behind there was 
a beautifully pure and frightened girl 
certainly, 
the perfect model 
but the world looked down 
for the pieces 
to put the necklace back together. 


my latest impulse 


my latest impulse is to reach out 
and strike you earthward 

for each time you saw fit 

to shrink my self-esteem... 


of fire a twenty-one gun salute 
between those twisted lips 
to signify your final trite murmer. 


but then reality kneels at my feet 

and i suspect that you, too, might benefit 

if i terminated your disgusting social clutter. 
so i will leave you 

to propogate those disturbances 

suited to your newest impulse 


for stupidity, i may be measured 
only by the time i stayed 
you will be judged by the length you existed. 


done wrong 


knocked cold 
down...and out 
hell, i didn’t even get a referee count. 
you should wear a ‘‘danger’’ warning 
on those pierre cardin’s 
the ultimate mind game warrior... 
you never kissed with care; 
more like chin-ups 
with an ice cube. 


boundary overstepped 


pardon me, i thought i knew 

that silver sliced expanse that seperates heaven 
and hell. 

to say that i was mistaken is pointless, 

for the spectral splash of you dangling before my 
grasp 

seemed brazenly effervescent, 

and you must have known... 

must have smiled as you positioned my pride 

between crosshairs. 

cunegonde bites at the back of my throat 

with unchecked fury, 

as i watch my golden goal 

crumble to choking ashes. 


sweet relief 


the lightning fell 

in a world without direction 

and a great wind flung the pine limbs. 

i sat there alone with thoughts of you 

how was this storm any different? 

fires will burn and wars will rage 

until merciful ice covers all, 

wrapping my inadequacies and insecurities 
neatly away. 


when the bottom fell out 


a star-crossed airplane 

dipped its tired wing to the muddy nile 

and through the wide eyes of the clutching 
passengers 

spread the retrovision of a myriad greek 
philosophers 

and in their minds 

played the scrambled hello’s and goodbye’s 

of a thousand spring days with their youngsters. 


but in those hearts could be nothing 

for inside the blackest confines of the river 
real feelings are nonexistent 

and panic is merely a fervid thrash 

toward a yawning crocodile. 


hydrophodia 


i slump in the chair by this naked window 
scared to near death by the earthquake 
our passions triggered...earlier. 

still, your body glows on satin sheets 

like the chesapeake in moonlight. 

a short while ago you were a pleasant bay 
into which i dove, 

but now i squeeze the sand on shore 
wishing i knew how to swim 

your waters. 


thoughts at his funeral 


‘“‘humans are a strange breed’”’ 

he said and i nodded 

“son, we got computin’ machines 

that runs peoples’ lives, and rocket ships 
speedin’ god knows where, 

but we can’t keep the damn japanese beetles 
off grapevines. 

now, ain’t that a helluve note?”’ 


anyway, i thought of this 

as i dropped a rose on his grave. 

and i thought of rocket ships, 

and computers, and the cancer 

that ate him up when it couldn’t be cured. 

and i wondered just how many japanese beetles 
it would take to make us realize 

what we are forgetting to learn. 


dylan (for c.h.c.) 


the twisted, weeping souls withstood 
and slid back to the spongy wood. 
where animals had once tread light 
were burnt tree trunks and darkest night. 


the sun withdrew and dropped the fight 
as radiation sealed us tight, 

and all the gutless bodies fell 

to suck the water from death’s wells 

no longer would they walk the land 
and rub their toes in shiny sand 
instead, they chose to curse their fate 
and on the hand of death to wait. 


nightways 


raising the dead 

unwrapping the sheets 

that struggled to hold spirit. 

a graveyard prank to show our folly 

as man passes on but not beyond reach 
of a shovel and precocious adolescence, 
uniting the living to the hereafter. 


shedding some skin 


by the bay in my chevrolet 

we sample cheese with our yago 
candlelit dashboard and romantic fm static 
highlight frustrating adolesence. 

first dates usually make me pretty tense 
but soon i find you moving 

like a hundred and fifteen pounds 

of not-so-innocent octopus. 
role-reversal’s a bitch 

but i coulda sworn 

you told me you were a vegeterian. 


to write 


short pencil 
(shows you're burning midnight oil) 


1 ratty notebook 
(creativity knows little polish) 


1 round trashcan 
(for that sports arena atmosphere) 


1 pint jack daniels whiskey 
(green label for prose) 
(black label for poetry) 
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